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open. In a perfectly dead voice she read aloud the few lines in
which the young man informed me that, owing to the slump
in wines, he had decided to give up his present employment,
and was going to travel for a big industrialist. Everything, he
said, had been arranged at such short notice that he would
almost certainly have to leave without saying good-bye to me.
Florence dropped the letter. She was no longer crying, I put
her coat round her shoulders. She followed me without a pro-
test. I hoped that we might avoid being seen by going through
the Public Gardens, but the gates were closed upon the trees,
now freed of humans, upon the inaccessible lawns. We had to
walk along the pavement, exposed to humiliating meetings.
Florence held her head high, and there was something terrify-
ing in her smile. Perhaps, cost what it might, I should have
forced heir to shed tears. But I dared not take that risk with so
many people about. Thanks to her state of apathy, she did not
notice, at the corner of the Cours Dauphine, Percy Larousselle,
with his bowler hat pulled down to his ears, and another of the
Sons. We brushed against them, and I heard them laugh*
Further on, Hourtinat dropped the arm of a tart who was with
him, and seemed about to follow us; but his companion held
him back. Like hunted animals, we almost ran, keeping close
to the walls. I looked at nobody, but took refuge in my short-
sightedness. At last we reached Florence's house. I had hoped
that, in the small drawing-room where she had sat so often
with Jean Queyries, she might give way to her grief. But
scarcely had the door been opened to us than something
mysterious in the expression of Florence's niaid, warned me of
disasters still to come. She told us that Monsieur had come in
Madame's absence, had called for a set of tools, had forced
open Madame's desk and had gone away with his despatch-
case stuffed with letters. Florence was completely unmoved.